EUROPE AGAIN

station. Why, you may ask, write of such things in the
present when they are so evidently of the past ? The answer
is that they are real while the Europe of to-day is a transient
nightmare. Freedom to move about our Continent is a
right and a heritage, like the freedom to move about Eng-
land and America. To feel this is to travel and not to be
a tourist.
The Alps, seen from the window on this spring journey,
overawed me into feeling that at forty-one my mountain
days must be over ; which in fact was far from true. Ten
years later I could take a glacier peak in a day's stride from
the valley level, and be none the worse for it. The capacity
for physical endurance, with the pleasure that it brings, is
not to be suppressed by a few years of sedentary habit.
In Vienna, the director of the Burg showed me what I
had wished for many years to see, the organization of a
great middle-European playhouse in mid-season, with a bill
of five to seven different plays each week. The acting com-
pany under contract numbered at least thirty, and the stage
workers as many more. Counting all employees in the
front of the house, the weekly pay-roll included not less
than 140 people. This was perhaps not excessive for a
theatre seating about 2000 and maintaining the largest
repertory in Europe; but it was impressive that such an
organization should have survived the disappearance of the
monarchy and aristocracy, the inflation and all the other ills
of Austria, State support was one obvious reason, but
another was to be found in the solidity of the institution
itself. The young Viennese might call it a museum of
antiquities and modernities, but in fact the Burg, more than
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